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Letter from the Editors
Dear Readers,
One year ago, we were scrambling to get last year’s issue sent to the
printers on our last day allowed on campus before we were sent home to
quarantine for the first time. None of us could have imagined the events, the
tragedies, and the endless making of DIY cloth face masks that we are now so
familiar with. We could spend the entirety of this page enumerating the ways
that this year has, quite frankly, sucked. We have experienced a renewed sense
of anxiety for the health of our bodies and minds. We have watched our planet
be choked with smoke from wildfires. We have mourned the losses of Black and
Asian American lives, and been forced to confront the white supremacy that
plagues our country. And we have missed each other.
In searching for a theme for this year’s magazine, we wanted something
that would allow our readers and contributors to confess their fears and
sadnesses, but not to wallow in them. We have centered this magazine around
the idea of good bones, inspired by a poem of the same name by Maggie Smith.
Smith writes, “The world is at least fifty percent terrible, and that’s a
conservative estimate, though I keep this from my children… I am trying to sell
them the world.” But she concludes her poem with the message that “This place
could be beautiful, right? You could make this place beautiful.” We asked our
contributors to keep this in mind—that the world has proved itself time and
time again this year to be “at least fifty percent terrible,” but also that there are
good bones. There is something beautiful here worth indulging in.
Our contributors walked this line between acknowledgment of the
difficult reality we are living in and the ever-present beauty beneath as well.
Jordan Ducree, in “avocado/bagel/creamcheese/dog,” makes the mundanity of a
morning routine remarkable—a collection of vivid sensory details and heartfelt
moments shared with a canine roommate. Hannah Pickens’s photo, “laundry
day,” complements Ducree’s celebration of the ordinary in her stunning
capture of hand-washing clothes in a sun-soaked sink. While Murphy
Bradshaw mourns the loss of a 194-year-old apple tree in “1826 / 2020,” Carlos
Fuentes reflects on a sandpiper’s wandering along a beach in his poem, “A
Piper’s Trace.” Other poets and artists work to ensure we do not forget the
strenuous times we have had, with Sophie Kerr-Davis’s “WARNING: THIS IS
NOT A TEST (Second-Hand Smoke)” depicting a reality eerily similar to the
blanket of smoke Portland was trapped under during the forest fires last fall
and Libby Callahan’s collage, “The Value of Suffering,” underscoring the
frantic, jumbled nature of the past year. This issue of Writers is not limited to
the bleakness, though, as Hannah Monti, in “Primary Source,” reminds us to
soak in the moments of silence and Andre Jaurigui’s “Câlin” illustrates the
beauty of a slow day spent on the couch.
We hope you are able to find solace in the following pages—assurance in
your exhaustion and anger, but also a gentle prompt to remember the bloom of
poppies, sunsets that stretch over highways, neighbors that will lend you cups
of sugar, and the comforting warmth of a mug of tea in your hand.
Sophie Downing & Sadie Wuertz
Senior Editors
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"Any decent realtor,
walking you through a real shithole, chirps on
about good bones: This place could be beautiful,
right? You could make this place beautiful."
-Maggie Smith, "Good Bones"
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avocado/bagel/creamcheese/
dog
JORDAN DUCREE
My first course of breakfast: a sip
of the stillness enveloping the hour, of the
buttery rays melting the snow on the windowsill.
My friend’s dog, with condensed milk fur
and a burnt smudge of nose, sleepily follows
my robe’s hem to the blushing stovetop.
I offer a concession to my kitchen companion:
a shred of mango, as a thank-you note. The pan smokes
with my freckly bagel. Rind unfurls into ribbons
beneath my knife’s edge. The dog’s wet eyes, like
black-yolked poached eggs, implore my generosity again.
So, a second concession — a curve of toast, as a white flag.
And then, an exquisite symphony:
rattling cream cheese spoon across hardened bread pores,
squelching lemon juice rivulets over salt-sanded avocado slices,
jingling kibble against a chrome bowl,
clicking dog paws extending their gratitude,
the morning slipping into quiet communion.
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laundry day
HANNAH PICKENS
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Hope
Kaylin Ingalls
The straight, unending gray lines
of an overpass’s walls are broken
by color: a single bloom of poppies,
wintergreen stems topped by a dozen
summer-orange flowers, bobbing
in the wind of the cars speeding by
without a care for the world.
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neither from here, nor from there
Isabel Hidalgo-Guerra
Ni de aqui, ni de allá
Echoes in my head
Too dark to be American
Demasiada huera para ser Mexicana
Born on stolen land whose people were persecuted
Descendiente de los conquistadores que masacraron los nativos
Habla Inglés, me gritan
When I already speak two white languages
My existence is a threat
Para ellos cuyos corazones no palpitan
For those who fear my potential
Para ellos que ven mi fuerza
For those who see our resilience
Estamos aqui
We will not fade
Solamente porque no nos quieren aquí
We will stay
Y continuaremos existiendo
The vibrant colors of the south and east
Corren por mis venas
Decorate my skin
Rojo, azul, y blanco
From sea to sea
Ni de aquí, ni de alla
What a beautiful place to be
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goodbye summer
Isa Siamundo
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The Corner of Eagle and McMillan
Hannah Monti
I took the same route to get home from my father’s house every
Tuesday and Thursday evening for nearly three years. Right on
Cloverdale, left on McMillan, right on Eagle. I drove five miles over the
speed limit all summer long: windows down, hair undone, music loud
enough for the family of four waiting at the stoplight next to me to hear.
The memory of it makes me feel young and invincible, drunk on the
inevitability of an autumn that hadn’t yet come. From June to August, the
sun shone as bright as day from driveway to driveway, like I had all the
time in the world.
As the summer turned to fall, I’d begin to make the drive still
sweaty from cross country practice, running through my mental to-do
list and half-listening to the evening news on NPR. If the sun was setting
as I pulled into my mother’s subdivision, I wasn’t looking for it; the start
of school always narrowed my focus too much for a frivolous detail like
the pinking sky to register in my conscious mind.
Before too long, I’d need to turn on my headlights as I turned the
ignition. From November to February (at least) I drove home in near
complete darkness. For the first few months, I felt the absence of light
acutely, half-guiltily longing for longer days. By the time February turned
to March, however, I’d usually resigned myself to the oppressive
blackness, eyes and ears adjusted to the pressure of the shadows
collecting on the fuzzy edges of my low beams.
As soon as I’d forgotten to look for it, March brought light by
increments. In the same way, though, that summer became fall without
my notice, winter surrendered to spring right under my nose. Like
boiling a frog, the sky grew steadily lighter every night without the least
acknowledgement from me. Sometimes, I like to think that Mother
Nature tired of granting my wintertime wishes without so much as a
thank you—that my ingratitude riled her up.
Because at the intersection of Eagle and McMillan, there is a wideopen field rimmed with willow trees that offers an unobstructed view of
the Western sky. One night, every spring, I’d make my last turn at 7:55
and the sky would be so brilliantly colored that even I couldn’t miss it.
One year I was so overwhelmed that I had to pull the car over and watch
until the last rays of pink, yellow, and orange faded into the pleasant
purple of early evening.
For the next few weeks, I’d look forward to the sunset every night,
driving a little too quickly down Cloverdale Road to make sure I caught it.
Sometimes when I think about the way the clouds looked, drenched in
light and dripping with clementines and grapefruits, I feel the same
tightness in my chest that I get from looking in your eyes.
You took me by surprise, as well. Just when I’d stopped looking for
the sun above the willows, I turned the corner, and there you were.
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Take it easy
Zoe Kellermyer
i forget what it’s like
to be alone with my thoughts,
to hear my voice alone.
i imagine it’s quieter,
maybe softer,
and the lines in the sand
don’t dissolve so quickly.
maybe not softer,
but gentler, perhaps,
and the lenses through which i see
don’t switch colors so fast.
gentler isn’t the word,
and i can’t remember the right one.
i haven’t got the energy to
sort through the rubble, not today.
so for now, i’ll have patience.
i’ll treasure the smooth grit of the sand
and the moments when i see through a lens
that shows me inexplicable beauty.
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Never trust the daffodils
Ethan McAnally
A needy nest of fragile golden faces
Peers at me from the garden bed:
Comfortable, tidy, tended,
Dazzling in the fresh morning dew.
Never trust the daffodils,
Acrylic as they are.
Frosts will find them,
Wilted,
For they are the Favored:
Butter yellow blooms,
That melt
Under the light of day.
No, I’d rather chance the dandelions,
For they exist in spite of.
Radiant. Undeniable.
Glorious Inconvenience.
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memorabilia
Grace Klein
i breathe in my memories slowly
so i can remember
the things that made me,
the roots that keep me strong,
they are what remains when everything else has fallen.
i’m shivering on my way to class
sidestepping the umpteenth puddle,
and suddenly i’m seven again splashing in as many puddles as i can,
laughing as my shoes land in the sludge.
i am sweating under a sunburned sky and recall
hanging upside down from monkey bars
so that when i glance down the clouds appear below me
and i can pretend i’ve learned to fly.
i hear duke ellington’s “take the A train” play
amidst the static
and i’m in chinatown on a thursday night,
trying to match the steps of my partner’s
in the small studio
where the dancing brings people to life.
in the library of my mind, i can feel
the spines of these well-stored thoughts.
i drink these things in like a strong-brewed tea
and i know,
these are things that will never leave.
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1826 / 2020
Murphy Bradshaw
Note: I took quotes and inspiration from Patty Hastings's article, "Vancouver's Old Apple Tree dies at
age 194," in my local newspaper, The Columbian. I recommend reading it before reading my poem.

“Vancouver’s Old Apple Tree,
believed to be the oldest apple tree in the Pacific Northwest,
has passed into history.”
The Old Apple Tree
Who held our world together.
A bright-eyed girl placed seeds in the pocket
Of a handsome Navy lieutenant
And said,
“Plant these when you reach your Northwest wilderness.”
Years pass,
And we are walking
In the middle of the wild.
And I am thinking of you
Standing underneath
That ancient English Greening.
Your soft hair brushing the tips of the leaves,
Your hand falling low to reach mine.
I am thinking of you
On that Autumn afternoon
Where a small band played
One bass and one banjo like us.
And I am remembering you
Lovingly
Looking down at me
And up at her storied branches.
I am wondering now
If you thought
We could survive storms and ice and disease
Like she did.
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I am wondering now
Why we could not.
And I am thinking of everyone who has stood there
Where we stood
In her bygone shadow.
I am thinking of tired travelers finding solace in her shade,
Of young, wide eyes gazing up in quiet wonderment,
Of the careful hands who planted her.
She died in early summer
When we kept our noses close
And could not yet feel the ground beneath us
Shifting.
I am mourning the Old Apple Tree
Whose fruit provided our first harvest
Whose end has welcomed our own.
And I am mourning you.
I am mourning how in love we were
When I let you sleep past noon in my twin bed,
When I caught your eyes for the first time
Like breath catches air.
I am mourning the first time you said
“I love you”
Without meaning to.
I am mourning the way you sang when you walked
How you slowed your pace to match mine
How you held my hand so carefully.
I kept the seeds we meant to sow.
(In the form of photos and paper flowers and a bracelet I still wear.)
You said,
“Plant these when you reach your Northwest wilderness.”
My wilderness,
With whispers of you.
And “Death is a relative term,”
For the sky still sees a tree
And the roots cannot feel
When branches break.
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The Old Apple Tree “has passed into history.”
But, still, her memory grows.
And still, she gave us fruit.
And still, she is a tree.
And on a September night,
With an orange moon watching,
You stood up,
I placed my head on your heart,
Humming.
And,
As though our time had been a second,
You passed into history
Too.
But a second is relative.
Still, our roots are shifting.
And still, you are there in the wild.
And still, in mourning, there is love.
In waking, there is love.
In leaving, there is love.
And in wilderness,
My Northwest wilderness,
There are tall trees and little flowers,
There is a pale sky and autumn wind,
There are new leaves and soft grass,
There are caterpillars on the sidewalk,
There is an Old Apple Tree.
And underneath it,
You.
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A Piper's Trace
Carlos Fuentes
A sandpiper flies over water,
as tides begin to roll.
A brand new day, a rising sun,
a belltower’s noon toll.
A sapphire shaded wave whirls and swirls within the bay.
Pulling itself into the familiar cove, it is now here to stay.
And as we stand up on the dock,
taking in the view.
We notice the small piper bird
restarting life anew.
With narrow wings and tawny feathers, the piper leaves its trail.
And even from here, we see its shadow, from the other side of the rail.
So keep in mind--if anything,
if naught else shall you see.
The final limits of our sight,
when we go out to sea.
All lights are off and stars are on, white specks so lost in space.
And we stand alone, while moving so slow, or simply at our pace.
And light flutters from across the waves,
dimly-lit through the misty gray.
The point eludes me as of yet,
but the waves are here to play.
The world remains as dark as ever, bruised and weak to see
But now we’re here, so lost at sea, alone, just you and me.
So don’t lose hope, when all else fails,
and gloom and doom take place.
Save room and space, if but a minute,
to find the piper’s trace.
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Grains of Sand
Jennifer Ng
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God's Melody
Katie Wojda
Sometimes it gets a little too gray outside, and a little too quiet in my
house. And sometimes, I close my eyes, and start to sing a low note, and
I feel the strings in me vibrate, and the air asking to escape, and so I’ll
open my mouth and let the deep purple seep into the air around me.
And then I raise the note just slightly, and let waves of scarlet leap from
my stomach and chest, filling my head, and then pouring out the
contents of my brain in one long breath. Then I breathe in again, and
sing spring green into the room, I sing dark green, pine green, lime
green, and then higher still I sing bright yellow, and I let it marinate
until it’s golden and rippling, pooling in the corners of the room,
boiling in my heart and hands. Then I open my eyes and it’s still gray,
and still, so I do it again.
And this time I remember God, and God’s sweet fingers that seep into
my pores, pulling every hair, drinking every note. I feel God’s smile
shine through my closed eyes, and God almost makes me laugh while I
sing my slow melody. And then—suddenly—God is singing with me,
God’s voice floats above and below my own, sweeping and dipping,
pressing the piano keys of my soul, drumming my bones, breathing my
blood. She drips through my fingers and toes and we’re flowing into the
world, the song runs through streets and rivers, reaching the
atmosphere, the distant darkness, the overflowing emptiness, and I feel
each muscle burn like I’m being ripped apart.
I start to cry, I gasp, I sing again.
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God is carrying the melody now, my voice is one thread in a tapestry of
voices, I hear the galaxies weeping for a fallen tree in a forgotten forest
on earth. A baby breathes somewhere, and all the suns and moons
rejoice. The stars beat like one heart, pounding light, pounding grace, it
echoes into the steaming center of the swirling planets. God’s melody is
everything now, God’s voice rings from every surface, from every empty
piece of space, the vibration of the universe is God’s unending song.
People who have come and gone, they sing with me, my grandpas who
I’ve never known, my past, present, and future friends. Myself, I hear my
Sunday school songs, my wedding song, the song I sing my children, my
grandchildren, the last song I ever sing, and the voices of life forms far
away and unknown. Voices from the darkest oceans, voices from the
lightest cloud. And then my little voice is woven so deeply I can hardly
hear it, but God holds me in place—just the right note for God’s song, just
the right note for the universe.
I’m out of breath, so I stop singing. I open my eyes, I’m in my living
room, and it’s still gray outside. But now I know; I’m a window, I’m a cup,
I’m an instrument, I’m right where I need to be.
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small friends
17

Sophie Downing

Oregon
Soleia Quinn
On that great ivory bird
I saw my home
My home
That was not
yet my house
A different place
than the bed marked
With life
that still holds my blood and bones
in sleep and dream
I saw each goliath,
But an army of them
Stoic and practiced in patience
Remembering the eons
when the only rival to their
Magnificence
were those they call
Mother
I see her only after her ranks
Orpah
mother to the giants
She is older than the idea
of squirming life
Older than the thought of God
But I do not think she minds
our twittering and buzzing
circling her
enormous mercy
For we are
a gnat
and she is
a Mountain
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I felt this place
as I felt the embrace of my sister
her sweet head finding a cave
in the crook of my neck
I felt this place
As I felt the look of my brother
After he catches my joke
Alert like a fox and ready to laugh as they do
I felt this place
In the same cavern
That I miss my mother with
The verdant moss and thick river
filling that pining in my chest
Mostly
I felt this place
As I know my father
Tall and wide as a redwood
Steady in the tradition of these rocks
I felt this land know me
Before
I was.
This land called me
without a name
And one day it will call me
to leave my name
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Cowboy poem
Will Mulligan
Over the ranges / down the canyon
love songs would echo
if he sang them.
Most himself in the saddle, or
as a blue blanket speckled
with stars folds him in.
His travelling companions: a paint horse
(denim among
and a number of cattle.
so much hide)
Their blackhole eyes pull at the pastures,
their mouths munch on the sour grass.
Feet on the bare earth,
hear quakies reciting air
slow in the draws / over the low basins.
The surface curves under hoof.
Not far from Elko now;
(see the lights curl
he’s curling up the miles in his memory.
over the horizon)
Winter will unfurl them for some woman in town
that he’ll make his companion
once summer wages come round.
Then the moon’ll find his eyes on the horizon,
when love songs turn to plumes in air,
his eyes full of the range, a
silver mountain spring—
would you believe me
if I said I dreamt the spin of his spurs,
sweat on his dark brow
as he rides onward, outward?
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Good Bones
21

Jo Geisen

Fire, Brimstone, All That Jazz
Riley Eyring
The most eventful week of first grade saw me accidentally steal a
pencil from a church pew—learn about and research spontaneous
combustion—then realize that my fate was to be randomly engulfed in
flames, perhaps only a jaw bone or single smoking shoe remaining
when extinguished. Walking down the hill in a downpour from the
weekly required mass at St. Patrick’s Elementary, I noticed—with much
horror—the rigid, yellow form lodged deep in my pocket. I remember
in a flash my sin: bored during the homily, I’m drawing smiley faces on
a piece of paper that says “mark annual income here,” as stray words
about burning bushes, original sin, and the fall of man permeate my
subconscious. I’m feeling a bit hungry, and shove the pencil in my
pocket, eager to get in line to receive the stale saltine at the altar.
“Was that shitty cracker worth dying for?” I ask myself, thinking
through my options. I could take it back, but then the whole school
would hate me, I’d probably get expelled in fact. I could throw the
pencil away, or pretend it was mine all along. A teacher would dig
through the trash looking for some accidentally discarded paper, and
face taking in unspeakable horror, would find the remains of my crime.
Then, the loud speaker would crinkle awake—“Riley Eyring to the
principle’s office immediately”—repeating ad nauseam until my walk of
shame commenced and I entered the office to receive my penance. I
realized, with much sorrow, this was my cross to bear and accepted the
consequences of my actions.
The rest of the day I imagined God—bearded, rippling muscles,
giant trident (for some reason he looks like Poseidon)—looking down
on Earth, waiting to unleash the divine drone strike of combustion on
my adolescent body. Perhaps it would be at dinner. My mother would
turn around to start the dishes, only to look back—midway through a
mundane question—to a smoking pile of holy ash. She would realize
what had just happened was of the divine and dip her thumb in, just
like Palm Sunday, gently thumbing her forehead the ashy mark of the
cross. Or perhaps my fiery eruption would happen years down the line,
long after I had forgotten about my transgression—in line at the store,
grabbing eggs and milk I’d never get to consume—or at work in a
cubical crunching numbers with equations my young mind did not yet
understand—or at a construction site sucking down a cigarette or two
on break, massaging my worn and arthritic hands—or waiting tables,
trying to fill tickets on a busy Friday night, scrambling for a second of
rest—or hearing a case, pounding the gavel twice, an “order in the
court,” then exploding into flame—or seeing a patient, breaking the
news they have two weeks to live then promptly exploding all over
them in an arterial spray—suddenly gone, extinguished, punished.
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Even as a young child I wasn’t that religious, yet this is where my
mind took me, on these bad trips, worming like a sly satanic caravan
through the darker recesses of my imagination. On some level I knew
none of these scenarios were likely, but leaving room for a little magic in
life is much more interesting, so I left space in my mind for the
possibility of some divine hand to breach the firmament and pluck my
frail, pre-pubescent frame off of the bright blue marble within.
Later on in life—in a period of typical High-School disillusion—I
tried to look back to the moment I “lost” my original faith, those moral
roots my mother wanted to give me as a single parent, or if I truly ever
had it at all. Part of me wants to say it was at my cousin’s funeral—as I
write this I realize I am older than he ever got to be—but while that
makes for a better story, the “losing” of something immaterial is usually
a long slow process not quite so easily definable. There are road marks
along the way, but it can be hard to pinpoint exactly how one reaches
their current state of mind.
One of these found me during me Sophomore year, when I grew
quite fond of the Jesuits, who in general were much more laid back than
the other strict and stoic Roman Catholics I knew in grade school. They
pulled me back from the full-on reactionary pivot many teenagers go
through in terms of religion towards somewhere closer to the center—
not very religious in any real sense, but interested and willing to engage
with the realm of the spiritual. They seemed more interested in
understanding humanity than the punishment of humanity. I remember
vividly a photography class I took with one of the priests—who was
obviously stoned out of his mind at 8 in the morning—passionately
lecturing on the work and life Annie Leibovitz, particularly the series she
produced while on the road with the Rolling Stones. He introduced me to
the photography work of David Lynch—the great filmmaker—which
endeared me to him further due to my interest in photography stemming
from a deep love of moviemaking. For my mid-term assignment I was
working on a series of photographs of street performers in Seattle in the
dark room, dodging and burning the images to my liking, and for the
first time, experienced a teacher responding favorably to a project
entirely of my conception, where I had creative control, not just drifting
along the mechanical churn of a syllabus. His favorite picture in the
collection, he noted, was of a steel drum player looking into my lens with
manic, buggy eyes—taken moments before he decided with no cause to
chase me down Post Alley, waving his drumsticks like a policeman’s
baton. I was applying a gel to bring out the blue sky in a print of a man
playing piano in the Pike Street market when he told me he thought my
pictures captured “grace” in performance. I told him I thought that
priests thought grace could only be found in God, or prayer, something
along those lines.
“For me, grace is in humanity—for some people that’s art, for
some it's prayer. Just different ways of getting to the same place.”
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To fully relay to you the multitudes of attitude towards faith in the
Bellarmine High School religion department, I have to bring up a teacher
(let's call him Mr. C), who to me seemed like a frontier town fire-andbrimstone preacher who was also really into collecting rare earth
minerals and fantasy baseball. Mr. C would crawl along the rows of
desks, back arched and craggy elbowed, vigorously reciting verses from
the Old Testament. But, a man of modern taste, he would also try to
argue modern popular films—“Frozen” for example—were pro-life
allegories, or that every protagonist was a Christ-figure. For him “Top
Gun” was not a fun action movie, but rather a warning against the
dangers of homoerotic desire. While screening it for class he paced the
room twitching during the shirtless volleyball scene, periodically
pointing at the screen and shaking his head in disbelief. He was the sort
of teacher you side-eyed your buddy mouthing What the Fuck? midlecture, trying not to giggle at the absurdity of what was unfolding.
People whispered of rumors he did a bump of coke between classes, and
while I have no evidence that this is true, it would not be some great
surprise. Some days, watching him skitter along the desks like a daddy
longlegs, I had no choice but to believe.
I remember vividly the day he used a self-professed “plantation
owner,” impression while teaching about slavery in Ancient Egypt. I had
heard about this character from some upperclassmen that took Mr. C’s
class, but the affected Southern lilt was so aggressively corny no warning
could have sufficed to prepare me. My cheeks turned red for him and I
stared at the wall in front of me to try and enter a vegetative state—an
escape from feeling the second-hand embarrassment too strongly—only
to notice for the first time his “Pro-Life Hall of Fame" poster, featuring
team captain Mother Theresa. The artist had given her a knowing smirk
and her obsidian black eyes swallowed me whole and bore into my soul. I
felt like she could see every selfish act, impure thought, and unkind word
uttered in my life. This is the moment I get struck down, I thought, my
contribution to the school a fresh coat of arterial paint, dousing the walls
red as Mr. C ranted lock-jawed, in some sort of Foghorn Leghorn dialect.
By this point, my ingrained Catholic guilt was somewhat funny to me. I
had the self awareness to appreciate how ridiculous the tangents I went
on were, so I accidentally let out a chuckle.
“What’s that, Riley? Anything to share with the class?” He seemed
ready to be mad, but not quite sure what my intent was yet.
“Oh, I was just wondering what the guy you’re impersonating is
named” was my outwardly collected, inwardly flailing response to try
and keep out of trouble.
“Um… His name is Buford Cunningham,” he seemed to struggle to
find the name and the second it left his lips the sentiment of the silent
“What the fuck” made the short transition to class-wide laughter. Taking
this laughter the entirely wrong way, he was encouraged, and started to
dance some sort of Irish jig as students pounded on their desks in
encouragement.
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My high school experience continued on like this, ping-ponging
around teachers and priests of radically different beliefs, some more
dangerous than others—but to this day I remember my conversation in
that dark room with that priest. This was the first time I had heard a
member of the clergy acknowledge there were other ways to live than
devout worship—that for some people, spirituality is not even found in
religion. For him at least, this was not a sin, but something unique about
humanity to be cherished. Maybe he was wrong though, and for spurning
the God of love with my pencil theft, I’ll have hell to pay. My chance at
grace, forfeited through a forgotten cardinal sin. Perhaps it’ll come in
some other dark room, years down the line—one snap from the big guy
upstairs and I’m cut down, floundering for air and submerged in
photochemical solution, burning into my skin and eyes.
Until then, I’ll try to find out what grace means for me—maybe
find some if I’m lucky.
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Heat to 350F
Cora Hyatt
I’ve been told not to play with matches
or else I’d get burned.
wives are bakers,
not arsonists,
women keep to our safe trade –
the trade of sugar,
and kneading,
of cookie cutters and
handwritten recipes,
of active dry yeast,
and believing oneself too good for oven mitts,
of flaming coils,
hot air,
choking lungs,
smoke alarms,
of the white char dead, translucent white on my now red hand,
branded by the oven’s temper,
which assures of its anger,
of its vitriol,
of its want.
in days,
the burn will red then brown then yellow.
poke at it to hear it hiss,
it recoils into the skin.
eventually it’ll be nothing more than a suggestion,
a smooth pink line between
the pointer and the thumb.
all that for a dense loaf of bread.

26

Câlin
Andre Jaurigui
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Laka
Kai Kimball
My mom always described my obachan as a cat with nine lives
Because she could never be put down;
But I think she was more of an alley cat than a house pet
Slithering through alley ways and trenches alike,
Yowls turned into strangled mewls
On plantations where her beautiful singing voice that I've inherited
Was no longer broadcasted, swapped for salon hair dryers and
screaming children
That her husband never wanted to be responsible for,
A mate that found another feline when he was finished,
Wheat fields on Kauai that she begs us to bring her back to
From her bleak hospital in Washington, where the rain only causes
sewers to overflow
As opposed to where koki'o 'ula'ula and koa trees continue to bloom.
I never learned my mother tongue because it was neutered
In that internment camp, my obachan grew from a kitten to a stray
With that strength, no wonder she has nine lives.
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Maria Sinukuan
Christian Jocson
An immortal woman,
Sinukuan* by her name,
Once a maiden, once untamed,
The Apung of Pampanga,* land of the brave.
She was feared by many,
Inflamed with anger her temper goes fiery,
A snap of her finger can bring storms,
A stomp of her feet can bring Earth tremors.
She was also revered,
A stormy princess with the heart of gentle rain,
With her hands she turns dearth to wealth,
With her voice she nurses the sickly to health.
And so, when the hounds of Peter came,
Who bounded her under the flag of Spain,
They chained her hands and her feet,
Sinukuan the princess an animal captive.
And with Our Fathers and Hail Marys,
The whippings of priest
And the blessing of holy spirit,
Sinukuan the untamed became Asia’s first dame.
Her hands now fold to pray,
Her feet now bare every Sabbath day,
Her voice now sings for the lamb,
Maria Sinukuan* she’s named, a concubine of Spain.

*Apung Sinukuan - A revered and fabled princess in Pampanga mythology. Apung is a
reverence name to Pampanga gods, especially to women.
*Pampanga - Province in the Philippines. Fell to Spain during colonization.
*Maria Sinukuan - Moniker given by Spaniards to Christianize Apung Sinukuan. While
the Spaniards were successful in quashing the native beliefs on Pagan gods, they couldn’t
quell their devotion to native princesses like Apung Sinukuan, so they decided to
Christianize her and make her kind of like a saint to pacify the natives and justify her
reverence.
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The First Morning
Hannah Pickens
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A Guide to Complete Satisfaction:
As Told by Someone Who Shouldn't
Give Advice
Angelina DiLisio
Don’t hold yourself back to what you think you want. In reality, you
don’t want it. Not a bit. Take all those ideas off like old clothes, like love
letters from your ex, like failed art and musings and burn them. Rip them
to shreds. Whatever you wanted before will be obsolete in as quick as
two months anyway. Break the old you. The flimsy cardboard cutout
image of yourself that others constructed and placed before you is
nothing. It is not you, and you can easily be rid of it. Break the old you
into pieces, tear it apart in rage and sadness, and forget about it. It will
be easier to move forward when you no longer have to see an image of
yourself (occasionally even in a window you pass by) that you did not
construct yourself alone. Construct it, bit by bit. It will topple at times,
pieces that hang by threads or are taped together precariously, cut outs
from magazines and newspapers, lines from movies… but it is one that
you made. Soon enough it stands by itself and though it is choppy, it is
yours.
Cut your hair and paint your nails. Wear whatever you please. Paint
your room neon green if it pleases you, and stick those little glow-inthe-dark stars onto every inch of your walls and ceilings. And nail that
picture you got at the thrift store, or that poster of David Bowie or Prince
you got for just $7.19 (what a deal!), to the wall. It doesn’t matter if there’s
a small hole in the wall, it’s easy to cover up again.
Put stickers on everything. Every inch. Even the ones you were
saving for something else, the nice little puffy-paint ones or 3D types,
those Lisa Frank ones you got from the 25 cent toy capsule machines they
have at the arcade. Remind yourself of what it feels like to be in middle
school with miniature desks and the color-coded notebooks and binders.
Remember when you used to get those silly sticky-hand things for a
handful of tickets and hit every single surface with them? Or when you
covered ice cream with the entire bottle of sprinkles? It’s not so bad to
do that again. Maybe using less sprinkles, though.
Paint the sky whatever color you please, because paint by numbers
can feel too dull. Don’t be afraid to make truly awful art or write terrible
poetry. I can fill pages of bad poetry and still enjoy it. You can always get
rid of it, or you can store it in the drawer with your old pictures and
yearbooks, and when you’re ready you can pull it out again and laugh.
Smile for your past self. Laugh at those stupid doodles
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of smiling suns and crushes with their names engulfed in large, red
hearts. It’ll sting so much less, I promise.
Be kind to yourself like no one else has. Say the words you wish your
lover would. Write yourself kind notes and place them where you’re
reminded: on your closet, on the back of your door, in the cabinets. It can
be something so simple as: “don’t forget to take out the trash!” or
something more like “it’s ok to be sad.” Cry in the mirror. Practice your
expressions and enjoy the way you crinkle your nose or furrow your
brow. The lines in your face are distinctly yours; the scar on your lip
from acne or a bite, the bump on your nose you’ve always had, that
freckle you can’t ever remember not having. Who knows you better? Who
knows how you like to wrap your arms around someone’s shoulders
when they hug you, or how you hum ever so slightly when you rock back
and forth on the balls of your feet when nervous?
Smile if you want, or don’t smile at all. Make a face that you don’t get
to often (my current favorite one is disgust). Draw a face for yourself in
the mirror or on paper and hold it up if need be. But smile when it’s
hardest, and even a grimace will be better than nothing. Smile again and
again until you can’t tell if you’re faking it or not anymore, and it feels
more natural to smile than to not. Make funny faces in the mirror; spend
time with yourself.
Buy that dress that’s too expensive and you’ll never wear, so the
beautiful gauze and tulle hangs on the hook on the back of your door
forever, elegantly gliding every time you open and close it, every time
you slam it in anger or open it slowly to sneak through. How pretty and
useless.
Don’t be afraid of bad luck. You can always fix a broken mirror, a
black cat can be a friend, and a crack in the sidewalk hurts no one.
Horseshoes may be lucky, but they’ve also walked through miles of mud
and shit, and four-leaf clovers are useful but you’d be lucky to find one.
Curses can be dispelled and wounds healed, fences can be mended and
even fallen bridges can be remade. A final word is never final and I’ve yet
to hear the last laugh be more than a nervous or arrogant chuckle.
Don’t be afraid to apologize. Or better yet, to forgive. You never have
to tell them directly that you forgive them, that you’re moving on and
they can’t hurt you. You never even have to say out loud a single word.
But clear out those little cobwebs and dust off that old box you’ve kept
those memories in that you’ve desperately tried to forget and dump them
out in the trash or garden. Sweep them out of your mind and leave
something better in their place (I suggest a nice vase of sunflowers… I
love sunflowers). Step outside and breathe fresh air. You never have to
say a word. Not a single one.
Don’t be afraid to be alone. It is uncomfortable to be alone
sometimes. But ride the bus somewhere new, go eat at a restaurant by
yourself, sit on a bluff or cliff and enjoy your own company. I like to
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walk the streets by myself sometimes, listening to the click of my boots
against cool concrete. Sometimes the streets are quiet on a sunny fall
day. Rephrase being by yourself: “It’s not lonely, it’s just being alone”.
It’s ok to cry because you broke a plate or a cup. Sometimes it’s a
worthless thing you don’t care about. Sometimes it’s the only memory
you have or a priceless heirloom (I’ve broken many a one-of-a-kind
hand-painted Italian plate). It’s ok to cry for it. It’s ok to want to fix it
when you can’t. But don’t cut your fingers on its edges, don’t bleed for a
plate or a cup or a glass if you need not to. Cry until your throat hurts if
you need to, but don’t ever bleed.
Make someplace your own. Maybe it’s that spot under the tree in
your yard, the pillow fort you built in your room, the corner of that one
coffee shop you go to when you need to study, the section in the library
you love to pass through over and over because you like the look of the
books’ spines, or maybe it’s in your car going somewhere, just anywhere.
Maybe it’s just wherever you can be. Make someplace your own
somehow; mark it yours. Carve your name or place a sticker or hang a
necklace or keychain. Enjoy a place for yourself. You never have to tell
anyone where you go to. And maybe you’ll uproot yourself and move
somewhere else, another city, another state, a new café or park, or
maybe it’ll always just be yours. Your name forever carved into the bench
for someone else to find, and maybe that will mark it for them as their
own, too.
Create a life that’s yours. So uniquely yours. And then live it. Live it
until it’s worn out and ragged and you have to mend it with patches or
maybe you’ll hang it away in your closet and make a new one. But it’s
yours. It’s yours and it’s yours and that’s all. And that’s all, all it needs to
be.
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Your Land and My Land
Will Mulligan
Saw the face on my eyelids flit across
a wide field of corn or soybeans, fill
a swampy Pennsylvania country, a
mountainside blinking in the snow.
The road narrows near Toledo, OH where
they roll up the sidewalks exactly at 10PM.
I can confidently say I have never been to
Omaha, as I slept through all of Nebraska.
My pupils dilate in Illinois, where
we ran the car all out of gas once.
My eyes get wide near Cheyenne
where we missed the Denver exit.
A final flatland hometown or the faults
under a new city cocoon me in the car.
The big semi-trucks roaming easterly and
westerly can’t help but make me nervous.
I’ve got my eyelids open for shores
of the Great Salt Lake stretching up.
We pass at the behest of Battle Mountain,
NV going 20 miles over the posted speed.
It’s not permanent for my teeth to chatter
like the wheel chains through the blizzard.
Between contour lines on my face are
golden deserts following our tire tracks.
The A/C broke, the coast I was born
on recalling the sweat on my forehead.
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Deception Pass
35

Margaux Lynch

blue eyes
Meghan Potter
when people compliment my eyes
i always think of you
because they were your blue eyes first.
and i’ve stolen your voice—
or at least that’s what they tell me
and when i smile my eyes wrinkle
and i’ve noticed yours do, too.
“you’re the spitting image of her,
did you know that?”
and when i’m doing the crossword
i always think of you
and the way we’d work on a puzzle together,
silently at the kitchen table
long after everyone else went to bed.
because my brain, the way that i think,
i got that from you, too.
and those brown spots on your skin
remind me that our scars heal the same.
did you know i have them too?
and sometimes when i’m angry
i get that feeling in my throat—
i know you know it well.
and i catch myself starting to cry
the way i’ve watched you do it a thousand times.
and whenever i am told of
another resemblance to you,
every part of me fights it
because i want them to be wrong.
and in my fight i am reminded
that my stubbornness was yours first, too.
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i’ve never told you this before
but you’re my biggest fear.
because every time that i hate you
for your cruelness or your pride,
i hear the mirror mocking me:
“you’re the spitting image of her,
didn’t you know that?”
and i think that when i grow up
my face will share your wrinkles.
i’ll grow into your skin
the way that you grew into hers,
and i’ll promise myself i won’t make your mistakes.
but you know that promise well, don’t you?
because sometimes when you yell at me
i swear you sound just like your mother
--and i think that scares you, too.
you’re the spitting image of her,
did you know that?
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Sound of Sirens
Jo Geisen
I stagger out the door and heave. The miniscule amount of food in
my gut surges onto the gravel at my feet and I stand there with my
hands on my knees, desperately willing the pain to stop. My mouth is
full of cotton, my eyes are full of water. My fourteen-year-old brother
sits terrified in the car.
We left Boise at eight o’clock this morning. Two hours into the
six-hour drive home, the excruciating pain in my abdomen is
unbearable. No cell service, no adults, no town for miles. And I am dying.
I get back in the car.
Ten minutes later I have to pull over again. There is nothing left
in me, so I just dry-heave and put my head between my knees. I keep
going. Ten minutes more and I pull over again. Thirty miles an hour
down the highway, cars streaming out behind me, until I pull over for
the last time. I can’t take it anymore. I think it might be my appendix. I
tell him to call 911. The pain is mounting. Fetal position, head down,
deep breaths. In and out of consciousness for an hour.
The sound of sirens pulls me from my stupor. I pick my sticky
forehead up from where it lays on the warm leather of the center
console of my car. Phone, wallet, keys. Hazard lights off. No more sirens,
just flashing lights. Slowly, shakily, I approach the paramedics.
Into the ambulance. Questions. So many questions. Straps over
my legs, sirens again. My little gold car disappears around the corner.
They stick a needle in my left arm. Hit a valve. Another stick. Burst blood
vessel. Right arm. It finally goes in, but I’m bleeding everywhere. “If you
don’t get blood in the ambulance it isn’t a true emergency.” The world is
falling behind out the back windows of the ambulance. Back to Ontario,
the wrong way.
I made it seventeen years, one month, and ten days without setting
foot in a hospital. Out of the ambulance, into the long, dim hallway. Born
at home, never seriously injured or ill. So much white and blue. I’d never
even been to visit anyone. Is it supposed to be this quiet? I used to brag
about it. Can I get some ibuprofen? I wanted to go my whole life without
ever seeing the inside of a hospital. Please?
Thwarted by my uterus. Four hours in the ER. No painkillers, just
fluids. Finally a male doctor saying, “It’s only menstrual cramps. You’re
just fine.” Thanks, doc. How’s your uterus?
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POV: You're trying to explain to God
why we don't give homeless people
money anymore
Mia Tierney
EXT. HEAVEN - DUSK
YOU have just died. Cause: unknown. You are now waiting at the Gates of
Heaven. GOD meets you.
GOD
Welcome.
YOU
Thanks.
GOD
Well, I checked your record and you lived your life pretty well—
YOU
Thanks.
GOD
—but there's this one wrong thing you did over and over again.
YOU
(nervous)
Okay?
GOD
You know that intersection right off the freeway?
YOU
Yes.
GOD
The one you exited at on your drive home from work every single day?
YOU
Yes.
GOD
You always hit the stoplight there.
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YOU
(eye roll)
I remember. Am I gonna be penalized for that?
GOD
(chuckle)
No, no.
(pause)
But at that stoplight, do you remember seeing anything troubling?
YOU
Like...
GOD
Like maybe, I don’t know, a homeless person?
YOU
Oh yeah!
GOD
Yeah!
(pause)
And, if I remember correctly, you never gave them any money?
YOU
No, of course not!
GOD
Walk me through that.
YOU
(chuckle)
Well, God, I know it's been a while since you've been on Earth—
GOD
Mhm.
YOU
—but we actually don't give money to homeless people anymore.
GOD
Oh? Why is that?
YOU
Drugs.
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GOD
For them?
YOU
Yes. They are using the money we give them to buy drugs.
GOD
(skeptical)
I’m having trouble wrapping my head around this.
YOU
It’s not that complicated; it’s just common sense.
GOD
(condescending)
Okay. Let me see if I've got this. The homeless man begging for money on
the side of the freeway is gonna take the scrunched-up five-dollar bill
from the back pocket of your jeans that went through the wash three
times—he's gonna take that five dollars and buy drugs.
YOU
(hesitant)
Yes?
GOD
Do you know how much drugs cost?
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Is Communism Still Cool?
Cora Hyatt
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WARNING: THIS IS NOT A TEST
(Second-Hand Smoke)
Sophie Kerr-Davis
From muddy carpet to classical rugs to cold tile to marbled linoleum
I have moved three times this year
Just when I finally think that I found my own space
That I can exhale
I smell smoke
GATHER ONLY
WHAT YOU
I thought I escaped the fires when I left California
The houses across the cul-de-sac look hazy, a mirage of sepia stained
stones
Nothing reminded me of roasting marshmallows and blown birthday
candles
The sky doesn’t look like safety, like gazing up at the stars
I can’t even see the trees
NEED, TAKE
ONLY WHAT
It is too early for snow
Ash coats my lungs and tongue
My eyes and mouth, a steady, constant sting
I feel like I swallowed starlight
I taste the cinders crackling in my throat
YOU CAN’T
LIVE WITHOUT
I can’t breathe
In this apocalypse now
The world is a foggy crystal ball
Only I can’t see my future
All the fortune-tellers succumbed to the flames
with the rest of the lost souls
I used to seek out the graceful flickering
Now I run from the blaze
The fire licking at my feet
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The Value of Suffering
Libby Callahan
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A Lifetime in the Making
Jennifer Ng
In your junior year of high school, you take an environmental science
class. You know you like science and nature. You learned about
greenhouse gases in chemistry. You know things aren’t great. You begin
to learn just how bad it is.
In your senior year, your country votes for a new president. You missed
the vote, too young by a year. It’s all anyone can talk about as you take
yourself from class to class. You and everyone else wonders what it
means for the future.
In your freshman year of college, you sit in a classroom with the other
environmental science majors of your year. At seventeen, you’ve decided
this is your future. You’re committing yourself to the fight, however long,
however hard it may be. There’s no pledge, no ceremony, no handshake
to welcome you to the team. Just you, your peers, your professors and
the grim understanding that the road ahead will not be easy.
You find yourself frustrated. You have too many questions, too many
things you want to do and too many things you feel like you should be
doing. Individual action or large-scale change? Does that reusable straw
really matter or how you run your washing machine or whether you get
that burger for lunch? Does any of it make a difference? What else can
you do?
In your sophomore year, everything seems hopeless. Giving into the
cynicism and the pessimism is the easy way out and you grasp at it with
both hands. When your friends ask “How screwed are we?” sometimes
you lean in like you’re sharing a secret to confirm what they fear is true.
Because you genuinely believe it, you whisper that it’s too late.
But sometimes you just want to shout it, just give in to that burst of
manic energy that overrides the slice of decorum that keeps you from
full-on hysterics. Let the people stare while you make a scene. Make sure
they know that there’s already too many emissions in the air,
configurations of carbon and oxygen and hydrogen accumulating too
fast, too fast in our atmosphere. Forests burning in faraway countries.
Oil brought by the barrel from miles below the surface to fuel more cars
on the road and planes in the sky, to be turned into any number of things
that will likely outlast their makers. Loss of biodiversity, loss of
pollinators, loss of other important natural services. Melting glaciers, sea
level rise, ocean acidification.
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Heat waves and droughts and fires and floods and natural disasters and
wars and all the refugees that are forced to leave their homes. You’d need
one of those cartoon scrolls that unrolls to the floor and trails out the
door to list out all of the Problems To Fix, but really it’s more of a tangled
web anyways, one that seems dangerously close to falling apart.
You emerge from your trip down the rabbit hole and take a breath to get
yourself under control, you sound crazy, people aren’t going to take a crazy
person seriously and cough through a lungful of car exhaust. Your heart
still pounds.
We ignored the signs, the warnings, used up last chance after last
chance. Change didn’t happen fast enough. There’s too much resistance
from the powers that be. Even if everything were to stop cold turkey,
right this very instant, it wouldn’t be enough.
You believe this. You stare at the ceiling and wonder what the point is.
In the summer before your junior year, you do a job interview at the zoo
for a position with the summer camp, and you get to walk around the zoo
for free when you’re done. You walk past giraffes and lemurs, a rhino
and some penguins. You feel spectacularly lucky that you get to see these
creatures with your own two eyes and a part of you aches at the thought
of all the animals who don’t have such a happy life, at the thought of all
the beings that will disappear from this planet before we can hash out a
pros and cons list. You close your eyes so the tears don’t fall.
A couple weeks later, you’re watching kids play freeze tag and pore over
animal-themed books. Someone races up to ask you a question and your
heart aches for a different reason. The fight isn’t just for you anymore.
It’s also for the animals and their homes in far away places. It’s for these
kids in your city and those on the other side of the planet. It’s for a future
patched together from what remains of the present.
In your junior year, you start to put the pieces together in a different
way. You crave Solutions and Alternatives and evidence of Progress. You
watch video essays and documentaries and pay particular attention when
the music shifts and swells to something happier and upbeat. When guest
lecturers show up in your classes to talk about their work that
contributes to Change, you revel in that glimpse of how tangible a career
of Doing Good can be. You spin your own fantasies of what your path
could be one day as you learn of just how many possibilities are out there
and those that may come to exist in the future.
You attend the student-organized Climate Strike and it takes your breath
away. The energy, the support, the frustration, the fear, the hope is
palpable.
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You can see it in people’s faces, read it in the bold words of their
homemade cardboard signs and posters, hear it in their voices as they
shout chants into the cool September air. You know people are gathering
all over the world just like this and you can only pray that more will start
to pay attention. But as you cross intersections amid a crowd of
strangers, the solidarity quenches a thirst for something you hadn’t
realized you needed.
Your last summer as an undergraduate college student takes place in a
different world. Your neighborhood is quiet but the news on the tv, the
radio, your phone, brings the outside world to you in waves. It’s full of
serious faces and numbers and images of hospitals and protests. Blue
and red and so much anger and frustration and fear. You stare at the
ceiling and wonder if it’ll ever get better.
It’s not the future you envisioned when you were seventeen.
There are so many things to remember. Speak up but also listen. Double
check your facts and then triple check them. Have you checked the news
today? Where are you getting your news? What did he say now? Make
room for true voices. Cite your sources. Stay six feet apart. Be a good
ally. Reflect on your privilege. Gaslighting. Electoral votes. Performative
activism. Don’t forget your mask.
You want to put your phone down, but it’s your lifeline to the rest of the
world and you feel like you can’t afford to tear your eyes away.
Your senior year. Even when it’s just beginning, it feels like the end. So
you better make it count. You try to stay afloat amid homework and
responsibilities and passion projects and doom scrolling. Spending time
at the garden and movie nights are a breath of fresh air, but you know
there’s still work to do. There’s always more work to do. You take a deep
breath and dive back in.
Your country votes for a new president and it’s a long, anxiety-filled
week as the votes are counted and then counted again and again. The
final pronouncement arrives with a sense of tired, bitter relief, like
you’ve dodged a bullet, but one that shouldn’t have been shot from its
gun in the first place.
Yet it’s a chance you’re sure as hell not going to let slip through your
fingers.
You listen to lectures and podcasts and read forum posts where people
share what they’re scared about, what they’re grateful for, what they’re
hopeful about. You listen to their stories and their questions and share
some of your own.
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Graduation is around the corner and you don’t know what to do. The
world at large is an uncertain, scary place. You feel compelled to weigh
what could be a realistic, sufficient-income-generating career with what
you’re passionate about—ecology, habitat restoration, gardening,
representation in media, story-telling, educating the next generation,
community outreach—while also considering what roles would allow you
to make the most impact. Do you dare to hope that you’ll find something
that checks all your boxes? Where does that leave you? With too many
questions and too few answers.
But now there’s also hope. There are solutions. Because it’s not too late.
You see that now and you believe it. It fuels you more than the despair
ever did.
Solutions look like reducing, reusing, recycling, upcycling, and
composting. Changing consumer habits by eating local and eating less
meat and also by supporting small businesses and slow fashion. Rest and
recovery. Protests and rallies and letters to government representatives
and ballots cast in elections of all sizes. Difficult conversations tailored to
meet the listener where they’re at. Education and research because
there’s still so much we don’t know.
It also looks like divestment from fossil fuels. Investment in and
expansion of renewable energy. Bold policy initiatives and accountability.
Green buildings and public transportation systems. Regenerative
agriculture and more effective waste systems. A new generation of
leaders stepping up. A community-wide, country-wide, worldwide effort
with intersectionality and compassion and love and healing at its core.
All of this work is important, both the individual and large-scale. You
may not be able to solve it all yourself right this very minute with one
straw or one load of laundry or one burger, but there are so many places
to start. And you’re not alone. You’ve never been alone.
You know things aren’t great. You know how bad things are.
But you’ve found your people. You know what you’re fighting for. You’re
still committed, now more than ever before.
There’s still hope.
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Primary Source
Hannah Monti
The world ended with a deep breath and a sigh.
It sounded like muffled steps in the driveway and a gentle knock on the
front door, soft but insistent. It filled my head with the oppressive
quiet usually reserved for 3 a.m. on Christmas morning and left my
ears ringing.
It tasted like Summer: sun-drenched, honeyed, and dripping with
sweat. Like the pickle jar tea we brewed on the back porch and your
collarbone.
It smelled like burning, fresh wood smoke, and a vanilla candle
lingering three days after it was lit. Blackened matches doused in the
sink and hidden in a pint of Ben and Jerry's.
It looked like a garden after a thunderstorm, colors made too sharp
by a glaze of rain. It hurt to look at, so I closed my eyes and watched
the sun rise from behind my lids.
It felt like a house that takes up the whole world. Like I'm never more
than a room away. It felt like we were everywhere except apart.
The world ended with a stretch and a half-drunk smile before I rolled
over and went back to sleep.
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enough
Emma Sells
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An Empty Pink Armchair
Sarah James
The last time my grandpa, the Venerable William Henry Murdoch Jr. (also
known as Bill, Grampy, and, to me, Boo) picked me up, I was probably
about five years old. I remember him hoisting me up above his head,
while Duffy the Cairn Terrier barked from below, worried that I would
get hurt. My head tapped the ceiling of the wooden cabin my grandfather
made forty years before, but it didn’t hurt. I felt happy, high above
everyone, able to look down and see his face, knowing that he wouldn’t
drop me.
When my brother and I were little, Boo would cook with us. He taught us
how to make cheese balls with olives in the middle. I would always eat all
of the crispy, cheesy dough, and then give the olive to my mom. He
showed me how much water and sugar to put in the hummingbird
feeder. As I got older, he taught me the correct measurements for his
bourbon so that I knew how many ice cubes, how much water, and how
much bourbon to put in. We stopped cooking together after a few years,
but we always liked to talk about it whenever we were in the kitchen.
The last time I sat in a chair with my grandpa, I was eight. I would wedge
myself next to him in the pink armchair everyone knew was “Boo’s
Chair.” I don’t know why, but the only memory I have of sitting with him
is watching a commercial for Honey Nut Cheerios. I don’t know if we
said anything or just sat there watching the cartoon bee fly around the
screen, but I know that was the last time I sat with him.
Our time was always spent watching TV together, usually tennis, my
grandparents having developed a liking of the sport during their
retirement. The last summer we spent together, a re-run of a
tournament was on and I wasn’t paying attention. All of a sudden, Boo
told me “Sarah Jane, that guy you like is back on,” referring to a player I
had off-handedly said was cute. It made me smile that he had
remembered. During a men’s soccer match when neither team was
faring well, my grandpa exclaimed “Send the women in, they’ll actually
get something done!” I chuckled to myself, pleased, thinking that my
feminism may have finally started to wear off on him.
In truth, I never paid much attention to what was on the TV, usually
typing away on my computer. Boo said he liked to watch me type
because he’d never seen someone do it so quickly. He thought it was
amazing that I could look at him, carry a conversation, and type at the
same time. I liked that he was impressed by something I was doing, even
if it was as arbitrary as typing.
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The last time I held hands with my grandpa was in December 2019 when
we said grace before dinner. He would always squeeze my hand harder
than I thought was possible for an 88-year-old man, but it made me feel
a great sense of comfort. Whenever we would sit next to each other, knee
to knee at the small round table, we would have small side conversations.
Not often, and not usually of any substance, but I always liked feeling like
we had our own little secrets to share. We would make little jokes, and he
would say, “We’d be alright, Sarah Jane and I,” as if the world were about
to suddenly end and we were going to be the only two people left. But I
knew he was right, we would be alright, just the two of us.
The last time I hugged my grandpa was on December 29, 2019. We were
leaving to go back home after celebrating Christmas, and all awkwardly
lined up to say what I would only know later was a final goodbye.
Whenever we hugged, I never wanted to squeeze too tightly, afraid of
somehow breaking him, but he always wrapped me firmly in his arms.
The last time I talked to my grandpa on the phone was in September
2020. I hadn’t seen him in almost a year, and called him on FaceTime to
show him my new apartment. We had a nice conversation. Sometimes it
would just be quiet, and we wouldn’t say anything, but it was comforting
to just sit there with him. A nurse came into his room to take his blood
pressure and asked who he was talking to. He said, “Sarah Jane,” and
then looked at me and said, “well you’re a granddaughter, aren’t you!” He
hadn’t forgotten who I was, but with four grandchildren and two greatgrandchildren, who could blame him for getting a little confused.
He told my mom he liked that I had called him, so I planned to do it
again. It was written in my planner, but I kept pushing it off. After all, he
was healthy and I wasn’t worried. I tried to call him on his birthday, but
he didn’t answer, so I texted him instead. Later, he told my mom he had
missed my call and was embarrassed because he couldn’t figure out how
to respond to my text. I felt bad for not trying to call again.
The last time anyone talked to my grandpa was on November 15, 2020,
almost two weeks after his 89th birthday. He was in the hospital and a
nurse was going to ultrasound his heart. Having had several heart attacks
and open-heart surgeries over the last twenty years, this procedure was
pretty routine. He wasn’t even in the hospital for a heart problem, but
they wanted to check to be sure. He was talking to the nurse, telling her
about his life as a stockbroker turned Episcopal priest, more animated
than he had been for a few days. He told her it was too warm in the room
and looked out of the window. When she turned back around from
adjusting the heat, he was gone.
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I think about it a lot, what it would have been like to be that nurse, to
have been in that room, to turn around and have nothing be how it had
been a second before, but I’ll never know. Maybe it’s better that I don’t
know.
Everyone says Boo was looking out of the window because he saw Jean,
his wife, my grandmother, who passed away three years before from
cancer. He would always look at the chair next to her bed and see her,
usually when he was waking up from a nap. Maybe she got tired of
waiting for him and said, in a way only she can, “Hurry up, Bill!” After all,
they had been together for over sixty years, and I can’t imagine she liked
being without him.
The picture I have of my grandpa in my mind is of him sitting in his pink
chair, a glass of bourbon in one hand, watching a tennis match, and
reading books about dogs, but he was so much more. He was a soldier in
the Philippines, a priest who drove around on a motorcycle, a hospital
volunteer, a father, grandfather, and great-grandfather. He was, as my
great-aunt put it, the patriarch of the family. He led such a full life, the
kind that you only hear characters on TV shows talk about. It was the
kind of life where he truly earned the relaxation he got from sitting in his
pink armchair, from playing with his dogs, from taking 3’o’clock naps,
and from looking out of the window.
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to remember, to heal
Sadie Wuertz
The first time I tried to grieve, it came in episodes: remembering,
forgetting, remembering, forgetting. I would walk around the old,
familiar places, and I would remember. And then the minute I stepped
outside, I would forget once again. The remembering went like this:
shadows and smoke, footprints ahead of me but not behind, and a
marble rolling down the empty hallway. And when the marble knocked
into the space behind my eyes, when I stepped outside once again, the
forgetting would begin—like cool pavement and voluntary blindness.
And I began to learn that the forgetting was voluntary; it was a shining,
glassy beetle trapped in the palm of my hand; it was releasing the
fingers clenched around it. For a while, forgetting was the choice I had
to make to clear my airway, to let myself breathe. After the first few
weeks, it became a habit. When I forgot, I drew a line down my middle,
and the division deepened every time—a divot. A valley. An unforgivable
crack. Until my self split into two parts: the one that remembered, and
the one that forgot.
The remembered self went on a walk every day. She walked to the coffee
shop, remembered, and walked instead to the grocery store next door,
where the coffee was cheaper. She walked to the school, remembered,
and her feet fell into the footprints laid out ahead of her—the old,
familiar place. She walked home, remembered, and favored the silver
key over the gold to unlock the door.
The forgotten self stood at the end of the empty hallway, palm clenched
around something alive and scuttling. And then she relaxed her fingers.
She did this as her sister walked: releasing again, and again, and again.
Forgetting. The beetle stopped coming back. This was the second time I
grieved, and the first time I felt a loss.
The remembered self, upon standing at the door and remembering that
the silver key unlocked it, saw something else metallic, glinting from
below. A shining, scuttling beetle: something that she could not
remember, something she had never known. Taking it into the palm of
her hand, she felt the loss that accompanied it, and sought to resolve it.
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The forgotten self, feeling the loss, sought to resolve it. So she walked to
find what she had lost. She walked by the coffee shop first, and feeling
herself growing tired, went inside for a coffee. $5 latte in hand, she then
walked past the grocery store: shit, it’s always cheaper there, isn’t it? A
little bit annoyed, she walked to the school next, and let her feet fall into
the old, familiar footprints ahead of her. Not finding what she had lost,
she walked home, and for the first time in what felt like years, she saw
her remembered sister standing on the doorstep.
Her sister asked what she was doing, walking around. She couldn’t
remember, until she saw the thing she had lost glinting in her sister’s
palm. I was looking for that. She gestured to the beetle.
The remembered sister gently dropped the beetle into the forgotten
sister’s hand, which immediately clenched around the thing. Let’s go
inside, the remembered said, finding the gold key on her keychain. The
door remained locked. Right, it’s the silver one. But she fumbled through
her keychain, suddenly unable to find it.
The forgotten sister, all the while, felt the insistent scuttling of the beetle
suddenly stop. She opened her palm to find a shining silver key.
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The Space Between
Soleia Quinn
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for neighbors
Meghan Potter
i tried to make peanut butter cookies yesterday,
the ones with the chocolate kisses on top.
i dug out the recipe and i cracked the eggs
and then i remembered that i had used up
all of my sugar last week.
i walked through the rain to your house yesterday,
(do you remember my quiet knock?
i was trying not to wake your sister)
and i asked you for two cups of sugar
because that was all the recipe required.
and you didn’t laugh at me yesterday
for standing on your porch soaking wet,
and you could’ve asked me why i needed it
or teased and said,
“who bakes this late at night?”
instead you tip-toed to your kitchen
and gently filled a bag with sugar,
careful not to spill.
and i watched from your porch,
thinking about those little pink muffins we
used to make before we could even reach that
sugar shelf.
and i realized on the walk home yesterday
with my sugar bag in hand,
that was our first conversation in months.
we don’t talk much anymore but
i still have your home phone number memorized
and i think you still know mine.
so next time you need a cup of sugar,
or a stick of butter,
or a familiar hand to hold,
i hope you’ll walk down the hill to my house
and maybe we could talk about the
pink muffins or what you’ve been up to all these years.
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by the way, i noticed when i got home yesterday
and began to make my cookies
(the ones with the chocolate kisses on top)
that you filled that bag of sugar
with three cups instead of
two.
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Living Frame
59

Kaylin Ingalls

A Day Worth Celebrating
Carlos Fuentes

A thirty-minute drive from a small town in southern Oregon, past the
paved roads and cellular service range, sitting neatly between two low
sloping hills, there lies a small lake. At first glance, this lake is nothing
special, with its nearly perfectly circular circumference being disturbed
only by the ferns making their presence known, the soft hues of green
and brown reminding the gentle water of their existence. When most
people look at the lake, they see nothing special, and the bland scenery
makes it easy to write off as a disappointment. But if you arrive at the
correct hour before the Earth makes its transition into night, the lake
transforms into a beautiful mirror of the world above, a mirror of the
world beyond us, and a window into the world within us.
The ferns sit in the front row around the water, although apart from
each other, eager to watch the show but wary of the others. At this hour,
the deep blue and purple tones of the sky are displayed in the water, and
the ferns watch eagerly. The ferns crouch low to the ground and small,
afraid to reach their arms too far out or grow too high, choosing instead
to conserve their energy into repairing wounds caused by predators.
These clusters of ferns sit in constant defense, not from mammals or
birds or reptiles or amphibians, but from curious insects looking to fill
their appetite after a long day at work. Most adult sawflies die after
seven or eight long and hard days on this planet, and in this particular
region, they spend most of their days within a short proximity to the
ever-present ferns, in awe of this source of nutrition and life. The ferns
are patient, allowing the gentle breeze and irregular gusts to guide their
megaphylls in an orbit around themselves, allowing the ebb and flow of
their vibrant surrounding to make the decisions for them, for what
trivial interaction or disruption could truly disrupt the unconscious
mind that sits within the fibrous roots that vertically expand into the
rhizome, the center of the species, the framework from which all other
components draw inspiration and energy from, from the sporous leaves
to the seedless stalk.
At this hour of the day, the brief period before the sun allows the
sawflies to get their rest, the small-scale insects double in their image,
their reflections flitting both in the air and in the mirror of the water.
They dance above the slightly murky water, in perfect harmony with the
spectacle of the sky painting a mural both above and below them. And
the daily ritual becomes a celebration, a dual world of insects fluttering
and portraits of full clouds and warm colors closing in upon itself,
celebrating life and the transition from the high exposure beams of the
sun to the gentle gaze of the moon.
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The reflection between night and day is one constant throughout every
species that has ever existed, a common thread of time that exists
outside of the construct of time. And yet, some spend every day following
the same routine, living through each day as if there are an infinite
number of days to live through. The sawflies dance lightly upon the lake
each night, unaware of their finite moments of consciousness, ignorant
of their life quickly being played out, and after a week—a lifetime of
infinitesimally small moments—their life ends, having celebrated life at
every possible stop along the way.
The audience of ferns sits patiently while the celebration comes to an
end. Inwardly, they are content; the infinite sky above and below them
places them in the middle of a universe, the center of a world in which
they will do nothing but wait to die, or perhaps celebrate every little
moment until their last days come, those last conscious efforts of sorrow
and weakness—but no pain, because a life worth celebrating is a life well
lived, and these ferns, glowing in the light of the base of the mirror, have
lived a life of celebration and can ask for no more.
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Love Letters Written by Feral Women
Hazel Stange
On occasion it crosses my mind how much I need you
It ebbs and flows like anything else
It only takes a handful of days before I remember that somewhere
you're wandering
Damp dirt underfoot, breathing smokey air in slowly,
It's selfish but I hope you're alone too
I haven't moved my eyes off of yours since the day I met you
Someone must have looped a thin, golden string around both our
pinkies, keeping us tied
Loving you is toeing the edge of abalone-covered cliffs, daring each
other to be the first to let our bodies crumple
I think we'd both rather die than be the one to call it off, police would
categorize it as a murder with no body
I set my whole house on fire yesterday with a match I stole from my
mother's purse
Just to make my bed a little warmer for you, I have a tendency to be
so cold
Eventually the ash will be scrubbed from my floors by our aching hands
The smoke will abandon the fabric it has imbedded itself in,
untangling is such a sorrow
But for the rest of all my days alive on this Earth,
I will stoke a small fire of longing for you.
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Maybe Tomorrow, Not Today
Cora Hyatt
Yesterday, my lover told me not to die
as the grass of graves is never greener,
and I’d be better off
salting the earth.
I imagine,
from my rotting body
flowers might grow,
and I’d be them and
that would be my eternity,
but my lover tells me,
the roots and the soil will wait,
and Death is a hermit,
I need not bring him from his house.
In time,
I will forget to say the names that burn
and I will learn to avoid all that scalds.
I’ll read some lines of unfinished poetry
to the morning glories in my mother’s vase.
Though I’ve long lost my affinity for life
maybe tomorrow, but not today,
I will pluck it from the earth,
hold it in my hands,
and tell it I will find a way to love it again.
In another world,
my lover places two carnations on my grave,
but today we are sharing tea in the garden
and watching the sun rise in all its glory.
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i forgot that i existed
Molly Lowney
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nature does not hurry
65

Sydney Fritz

Erosion
Patrick Barnes
A raindrop should impress. It should emote and engrave. Every
river and stream and snowflake and seasonal rainfall should sound like a
whisper of some impending revolution against the establishment, the
already established.
The land is helpless against such a force. The land will always
contort the human experience, but it pales in the wake of a single
raindrop.
The combustion of one raindrop can span a two-and-a-half-foot
radius.
A small stream carved the Grand Canyon and will do so again. A
deepening and extending of a valley spell the destruction of land.
The land is left in shambles (that is—sand, pebbles, rocks,
boulders, Morro, Gibraltar, The Badlands).
To shrug at a raindrop on the skin is naïve and hubristic and
misinformed. Raindrops kill, transform, bury, upend, decimate.
Teardrops, though identical, might have carved similar quarters in me if
it weren’t for their drying. They should dry, and they will.
A tear may emote, but how dare it try to erode.
We must fear the rain as a fly might the wind.
But the fly needs a tailwind, no? I suppose the rain is a god, fearful
yet life-giving. I am overcome with awe when I feel that raindrop, that
same awe, I’m certain, that soldiers succumb to on the front lines. It is a
fear that the rain on my skin is as godly and powerful as a nuclear
arsenal.
I suppose the crater formed by a raindrop in the soil would make a
great top hat for a mushroom cloud.
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The weathered debris stripped away from rock and soil is then
transported by a natural agent in runoff, a part of the water cycle. The
water cycle is a reincarnating of all precipitation. It is what wets our skin
and unchaps our lips.
But the rain, the weathering, the erosion on our skin is what we
see as age. We mature and, in the blink of an eye, wither away from our
mountains, the Earth.
To believe and hope in a rebirth like the rain’s is foolish, though.
We are not the rain. We both erode and are eroded, but we can never
come back as a hurricane. We can only hope to restart our lives as a rush
of white water and hope to end our lives as audacious drops of Hawaiian
rain. Erosion is ruthless, but it is also forgiving.
It has transformed our world and cultivated this Whitmanesque
and Emersonian Earth. Come now, and we will wither away comfortably
in the knowledge that erosion will stop for no man and no mountain and
no Mother Nature
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Of My Head and My Heart
Crystal Wallace
"Describe to me how it feels to say love in your mouth"
"It feels a lot like the consonants L and V, and the vowels O and U"
"Describe to me how it feels to say love in your mouth"
"I guess it vaguely reminds me of milk and Bengal spice tea...
Of cinnamon and cardamom
Of worn-down pages and of books that collect dust
Of small smiles and squinting eyes against the sun
Of whispers at nightfall when the moon should be sleeping
Of ink and paper
Of windblown hair and fingers interweaving
Of the scratch of records and a voice that hums with it
Of a heavy soul and a light intake of breath
Of bright eyes and cheeks with a pink tint
Of the lull of the waves and the question: what next?
That's what it feels like to say love
It vaguely reminds me of you"
"That's quite the list
And I should ask...
Does it look like heartbreak too?"
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Mario Sarich

writing for an audience of one
Anthony Feil
can I write more
I want to write more
I want to torture myself over every ? and , and . and ; and – for weeks on
end
I want to agonize over words that I can never appreciate
I want to be camus and de beauvoir but I prefer faulkner and joyce cause
they don’t fuck with commas
I want to say less with more meaning
I want to live in a world where only nothing exists and
everything and nothing is a subtle connection to nothing and everything
I want to squeeze the essence out of every word left unsaid
I want to make trifling references to big stupid issues only I know
I want to write poorly phrased poems
I want no one to decipher anything and understand everything
I want everyone to decipher everything and understand nothing so that
they beat each word with a fruit rollup bar to figure out its meaning but
it’s not about the fruit rollup bar.
if you’re wondering it’s peach flavored but it’s still not about that either
you silly goose
I want to fill my soul with the technicolor yawn that’s currently burning
a hole in my ssd
I want to know where every tear stained your keyboard as you did the
catharsis thing
I want to cry when I see qwerty.
I want to write about your feelings and sensitivities but ignore my own
I want to write for me but never do
I want to take my own advice
I want to die on your maxims wait what’s an apothegm
ah
I want to

conquer

the

perfectionism

that

hinders

action
and
tumble down face first
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then face first again and
format my silly poems in a silly way while slowly realizing
what I’m doing is far more valuable than I’ll ever know
and only then
only then when every peach-stained word every ( every ” every ? is black
and blue and red all over and gasping for air and hoping praying
someone will save them from the torture that is literary analysis,
can I write more.
I want to write more
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Silent Afternoon
Gillian Oldridge
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daybreak
Hannah Pickens
In the morning
my mother gets up and starts the coffee.
The whole house rumbles with the pot,
and the first hint of light drifts through the trees
outside my open window.
My mother sits downstairs
in her favorite armchair
in her favorite robe,
and drinks coffee over her book.

The birds are awake now, and loud.
A persistent cardinal visits me
pecking at my window,
doomed each day to discover a pane of glass
where he thought he found a devil.
“All the way from Indiana?”
I say, just for the two of us to hear.
I rise from my bed
and walk barefoot to the garden.
I water each row, and I breathe grow
to the beans, the melons, the tomatoesmy captive audience rarely listens.
I let my birds out of their shabby chicken coop.
Their memories are short,
and every morning is a new adventure.
Dancing up the long dirt driveway,
I sing as loud as I can back to the house.
I’ve got nowhere to be
and there’s no one within a mile to hear me.
It’s only 10 am;
The cicadas and katydids are getting louder
with every passing minute.
In a few months I'll move back to the city
and lose the calluses on my feet,
skin hardened after hundreds of mornings
just like these.
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When I come back in winter,
home is closer to foreign.
Still, every morning,
my mother wakes up before anyone else
and drinks coffee in her robe.
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Steel' on YouTube.
Soleia Yemaya Quinn (she/her), so·lee·ah ye·my·ah kwinn, proper
noun:
1. vikingesque athlete; 2. painter by day, daydreamer by night; 3.
constantly in awe of the world.
Mario Sarich (he/him), mar·ee·oh sa·rich, proper noun:
1. proud; 2. Croatian; 3. American.
Emma Sells (she/her), em·ah sells, proper noun:
1. can usually be found reading or listening to music; 2. has two cats
but hopes to become a crazy cat lady in her old age; 3. enjoys
taking photos and talking about Harry Styles.
Isa Siamundo (she/her), ee·suh see·uh·moon·doh, proper noun:
1. passionate creative; 2. tree-hugger; 3. obsessive Spotify playlist
curator.
Hazel Stange (she/her), hey·zel stang, proper noun:
1. major in history and English; 2. award-winning member of the
Mock Trial team.
Mia Tierney (she/her), mee·uh tear·nee, proper noun:
1. loves spaghetti; 2. professional hiker; 3. saw Adam Sandler at
Disneyland.
Crystal Wallace (she/her), kri·stl wall·us, proper noun:
1. thinks having two black cats named Raven and Poe is her only
personality trait; 2. will demolish you at Mario Kart with Bowser as
her guide; 3. insists buying an $80 monstera equates to therapy.
Katie Wojda (she/her), kay·tee voy·duh, proper noun:
1. bald; 2. brunette; 3. liar.
Sadie Wuertz (she/they), say·dee werts, proper noun:
See definition for 'senior editor.'
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Timur Arifdjanov (he/him), tim·ur ar·if·djan·ov, proper noun:
1. sophomore English major, theology minor; 2. lover of coffee AND
tea; 3. person who gets a kick out of collecting books that he knows
he will never read.
Sophie Downing (she/her), so·fee down·ing, proper noun:
1. senior majoring in organizational communication and English and
minoring in social justice; 2. soon-to-be PhD student at Ohio
University; 3. has spent quarantine learning how to be more
depressed (and how to cross-stitch, crochet, and knit).
Jo Geisen (she/her), jo guy·sin, proper noun:
1. InDesign wizard with now-irrelevant skills; 2. overwhelmed senior
English major; 3. horse girl.
Cora Hyatt (she/they), cor·uh high·it, proper noun:
1. Taylor Swift sympathizer; 2. karaoke enthusiast; 3. reveling in life
beyond niceness and convention.
Margaux Lynch (she/her), mar·go linch, proper noun:
1. chaotic user of the dog ear bookmarking method; 2. current Book
Stacks goblin (aka library student worker); 3. reluctant plant owner
slowly growing attached to a Peperomia that refuses to die.
Jennifer Ng (she/her), jen·if·fer ng, proper noun:
1. senior environmental science major, English minor; 2. night owl; 3.
over-dramatic Star Wars nerd.
Sadie Wuertz (she/they), say·dee werts, proper noun:
1. disciple of Japanese American singer-songwriter Mitski; 2. one who
is unable to reconcile her disbelief in astrology with the accuracy of
her Gemini moon; 3.sufferer of early-onset Crazy Cat Lady
syndrome.

79

80

Acknowledgments
Writers is never a singular effort, and we are immensely grateful for the
support of the following people:
Professor John McDonald, our trusty faculty advisor, for giving us
constant encouragement while simultaneously allowing us the space to
make and fix our own mistakes.
José Velazco, for being our support system through the mysteries and
tribulations of online publishing, from InDesign to Canva.
Our contributors, for their amazing poems, writings, and art pieces.
Writers simply would not exist without you.
And, most emphatically, the 2021 Writers Editorial Board, for their
adaptability, creativity, passion, and patience necessary to change
platforms, read and evaluate submissions, and do it all virtually.

Submission Policy
Writers Magazine accepts submissions of original creative work by
current students of the University of Portland. These works include but
are not limited to short prose, poetry, short plays, photography, visual
arts, and cartoons.
All submissions are evaluated by the editorial board. Submissions are
kept anonymous throughout the evaluation process.
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